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[ONE PENNY. 


THE FEATURE OF THE SHOW. 


‘There is no mistake about it, Poor Pa’s triumphal car, depicting the modern ballet girl as she ‘ should’ be attired, was the great feature of the Show this 
year, Even the Lord Mayor admits that such was the case. The idea did not altogether originate with Papa, though, but no persuasion on earth will induce him 
tv divulye the name of his collaborator. Perhaps, if I may be permitted to say so, Mrs. Chant knows as much about it as anyone. At anyrate, I understand that 
if music-hall managers will adopt the rational ballet dress, the Purist party will in future abstain from opposing their licences.’—Toorsit. 


THE APOTHEOSIS OF PRUDERY. 


0 


ue fragment. discovered A. . 3007, near the Presumed site of the apocryphal County Council Temple, in the ancient City of London. it dont less belongs to 
the period of the Sevoud Puritan Invasion, and iu all pruvubility is typical of the Deuth uf the Ballet, which occurred about this period. 


RUNNING AWAY WITH MISS TURNER. 


— 


Mies ELLEN TURNER was fifteen years of age, and a 
ss el at a select academy for young ladies at Liverpool, 

Lien Turner's papa was a man of large property in 
Cheshire. Miss Fifteen-year-old Turner was a wealthy 
heiress. Why not, said Mr. Gibbon Wakefield, to him- 
self, one day in the carly part of 1826, make an attempt 
in the old romantic fashion to carry oft the young lady 
from school and make her his wife! 

A French valet called at the school with an empty 
carriage and a letter for the school mistress, saying that 
the young lady's mother had been suddenly taken ill, that 
Ellen was to come ta her immediately, and that the carriage: 
belonged to the family doctor, The trick worked well, and 
the young lady was carried off. In the first place, however, 
only as far as the Albion Hotel at Manchester, where Mr. 
Gibbon Wakefield and his brother were awaitinz ber 
arrival, and informed her that the story about her mother’s 
illness was but a blind. The real reason why she was 
fetched from school was the despenue condition of her 
father’s affairs, and that he dare net fetch her him-elf for 
fear of arrest for debt. During the last holidays she had 
spent.at home she had frequently beard her Gather discus=- 
ing the failures and bankruptcies that had atlected the 
fortunes of their friends, and she was ina way prepared for 
this story. Iler father, they told her, was at Carlisle, and 
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thither they drove in a four-horsed chaire by crose-roads, On 
the way, notes were handed to them and signals made, osten- 
sibly b. Mr. Turner, telling them where to fiud him. When they 
reached Carlisle there were sham Sherift’s officers waiting on the 
steps of the hotel ready to takp her father into custody if he 
appeared, but, f course, he did not. . : 
ere Gibbon Wakefield told her that he had a rich and liberal 
uncle, who was willing to advance her unhappy parent £60,000 on 
condition that Gibbon should marry her. He showed her what 
purported to be her father's solicitor’s letter, That was, it said, 
the only way to save her family from utter ruin. The poor little 
school-girl replied that before she consented she wished to see her 
father. Sut this could not be; her father dare not turn uh. He 
sent his blessing and urged her to free him from his fearful 
position, to cross the Border and get married, 8 

Ellen was not in the least in love with Wakefield, who uns, 
however, à young man of attractive and elegant appearance, but 
through love for her father she consented, and at Gretna Green 
was ed by the landlord of a pot-house in the presence of a 


postboy. 

l 1 pursuit, Wakefield hurried his astonished wife (wife, by 
the way, only in name) to London, and thence to France, travelling 
nearly 600 miles in four days. An advertisement of the marriage 
then appeared in the Morning Post, to the utter amazement of her 
father, who thought her all the while safe at school. If you have 
read “ Pickwick’ you can imagine what a scene followed this 
discovery. Miss Turner's two uncles and the family solicitor, 
nrovided with a warrant and accompanied by a police officer, 
hurried to Calais and revealed to the bewildered girl the vile trick 
that had been played on her. Her father was as rich as ever, and 
waa waiting for her. She turned with contempt from her knavish 
onl se who offered no resistance to her departure, and left 

r home. 

But it took an Act of Parliament to break off the Scotch 
marriage and pronounce it null and void. Which done, the young 
Indy, n year or so later, married the man of her choice, whilst the 

4 


two Wakefields were each sentenced to three years’ imprisonment. 
Men before this had been hanged for a like offence. 
e e e e e * 
LAITEST. 


The fossil remane av deside it lower im in the ey off the Ortis 
boi to av a bil about apartments too lett in our parler winder an 
av arst the kimmist to sho itt. He av cum bak to sai itt look 
spiendid in the kimmist his winder. Ma av bin to see an report 
itt av fel on its fais. Me and bil neerlt busted a larfin. 


(Next rech, Ghost-haunted Mrs, Greenwovd.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
„e Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
5 incloxe a stamped envelope al enough tocontain the 
contributions e Do not inclose loose stamps. 


That's the style, A HOSTONY READER; Tuotsie sends her kind 
regards. Right, for ym, AN ANTI-HUMBUG ; True amusementa 
it retards, Glad to hear it, H. F. FULLER; ALLY does his best 
to please. Ialf-a-crown's worth, Axxious ANNIE, Billy can 
dispatch swith ease. Sorry that we've not at present An 
space for sketches, WYNN. Rather complicated, OXFORD; Still, 
we think you ought to win, You can only try, A Pappy. ul 
2 cad to you, F. D. Out of print, AN OLD SUBSCRIBER. Au, 
we haven't, Busr BEE, 

es 
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The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
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On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
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PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut DE LA BANOGUE. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£#150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Srrants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
his or her death in a Itailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED 4 copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Harz. 
Iiol Iba be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HaLF-HoLIpAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at O o'clock, and the 
Inau rance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


ScENE—Dinner Party. 
He (trying to get on to the drama). Er- Miss Rustick, do you 
mere try). Oh h indeed—jugged, but I 
resh from country). Oh, very much in —jugged, bu 
don't in lees any on the menu, 
ss 
s 

Young Sharpshins, What does a fellow mean, dad, when he says 
he has heen “awfully sat upon“? 

Old Sharpshins, That entirely depends upon who sat on him. 
If it was his young lady it probably meant that they were courting 
all the evening; but if it was her father, he most likely told him 
that he wasn't earning enough to keep his daughter in gloves. 

ss 
s 
THE editor thought him a poet at once 
And fired him; but wasn't he mad 
To learn that his visitor merely had called 
To give him a double page ad, 
* 2. 
* 

The O'Flaherty. Whativer yer may say respecting the Oirish 
party, yer can't denoy that we have more political candour than 
you ‘blathering Saxons, 

The Saxon, Well, yes, IJ think I may give vou that. I read in 
this morning's Iris Pratie that Mr. McTurf, M. P., told Mr. 
O'Journty, M. P., that he was a thief and a liar, and nobody can 
doubt the truth of it. * 


Tom. Did vou tell Blinkers you were partly of French extraction? 

Dick. Yes. 

Tom, I didn't know it: is it really a fact ? 

Dick. Oh, yes; I had all my teeth taken out in Paris some years 
ago. 3 


Candidate for Election, Bless my soul, Mr. Demigog, vou are a 
born orator! What has prevented you making it your profession! 
Vr. Demigog. Well, chiefly the police. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 550,—The “ Merenrv” Costume. 


SQ 


wu 
THE PENALTIES CF 


. W „. 
GREATNESS. I want a rise in my salary. Any 


thing else?” “Yes; I want to leave 
an hour earlier every day so u to 
spend it.” 


Showing the sort of thing the great 
oues of the Earth have to put up with. 


“ Are yon sure you can guide us? Do you know the neighbourhood well?“ 
“Ler luv yer! yes, Miss; I've lived in it since I was a kid!” 


Who was the most important 
man at the Guildhall on Lord 

“1 knew those pills would set you right. Mavyor's day, eh? The Lord Mayor? 
What did you put em in—jam?” “No; Certainly not! A. SLOPER, of 
a pea-shooter.” course. 


8 


(Saturday, November 10, 1804. 


> 4 At Afternoon Tea. 
ret Tender-hearted Creature, And I eaw Mra. Absent 
4 5 Lender-hearted Creature. Really ! nad how oe 


ressed 
First Tender-hearted Creature, Oh, very plainly 
Third Tender-hearted Creature, Ah i ays hi: 
Bat ered tae 23 sr h, poor dear, she always had 
se 


Jones, Poor old Hardup's fallen 8 

mith dros p's ſalleu very low. 

Jonca, Yea, I met him to-day and he only tried to t F 
shilling. Never less than half acrown 8 3 knoe * 


Cannibal Mi (at dinner), Realty, my dear, I'm afraid you 
will have to disc harge the pels ; she grows positively more careless 
every day. I'm always trying to impress upon her to be careful 
over these missionary stews, and here to-day she has not even 
taken the trouble to remove the boot-laces. They are really so 
very indigestible. ee 

s 


STEAL one sweet kiss he thought he must, 
And did the thing with enxe ; 

How mean of you,” she said ; “ you just 
Return that, if you please.” 


First Man. The Scotch believe in second sight, don't they ? 
Sreond Man. Yes; the whisky's better up North—they ei 
double for half the money it costs us in London, l 


Young Wife (making notes in ler neket-book). Yer, and wh 
you have it the sauce and poured it over the lobster satel 
w Older Wife Then! Oh, then I 

der Wife. Then? then nerally send the servant for: 
box of pills and two seidlitz powders, : See tae 


Financier, Really, my dear fellow you don't mean to say you're 
on friendly terms with a man like Littlesmash ? 

_Friend, Oh, yen; but—er—haven't you been in the same sort of 
difficulty yourself once or twice? 

Finaneirr (proudly), Well, yes; but there is really no com- 
parison. I never smashed for anything less than a quarter of a 
million, but this fellow actually failed for a paltry ten thousand. 


s 
Mrs, Stibhina, Here’s another of there trashy penny novelettes ! 
Upon my word, I cannot see one good point they have to counter. 
balance their utter worthlessness. 
Mr, Stibbing, Oh, yes, 15 dear. There is one. Each filthy rug 
is complete in itself, while it might be “ to continue in our next.” 


s 

Paterfamilias, I am at my wits’ end what to do with my eldest 
boy. He will not do as he is told, he smokes in the house, stays 
ag late at night, and talks back to his mother when she speaks 
o him. 

Friend, How old is he? 

Paterfamilias. About -eventeen. 

Friend, Ah, he is too young, or I should have advised you to 
get him married, That would soon break him in. 


THE fruit man rs religion, and on buying bonds and stocks 
And saving filthy lucre no longer was he bent ; 

He placed the largest apples in the bottom of the box. 
And to an insane asylum by. his friends at once was sent. 


Genial Party (just introduced). Your face eccms quite familiar 
to me, sir, I feel sure we've met before, 
Old Pompous, Very likely, sir, very likely, sir; I come across a 
gveat many people I can't remember. 
Genial Party. Ah, I know now, it was the other night at the— 
( Whispers in cur.) 
Old” Pompous (looking round fearfully), S.-h-h-h! hush! for 
oodness sake, my dear sir, There. there, I wen't contradict you, 
ut pray, pray don't say anything about it before my wife. 


* 8 

She. I see the Reverend Mr. Qui verfull has just been appointed 
to the living of Little Dumplex. 

Jv, Indeed! what is it worth? 

She, Only a hundred a year, I believe. 

He, They surely don’t call that a living, do they ? 
more like starvativn, I fancy. 


A great deal 


“THOSE are my feet, sir,” anid the portly passenger, as the new- 
comer stumbled helplessly over his pedal extremities. & Thanks, 
do much,” was the cool reply ; “really, feet are they, now! Dye 
know, I took ein for a brave of foot-warmers.” 


Briggs. What's Plunger doing now? 
Spriggs. Oh, he’s drawing thousands at the Planet Theatre of 


es, 
Briggs. 1 didn't know he'd turned music-hall singer. 
Spriggs. He hasn't; it’s only corks he's drawing. 
waiter there, you know. 0 


Jubel y. I My, Tympkins, do you know how it is there's no 
difference between your hat when it’s on and when it’s off! 
mpkins. Spare me, Jokely, this once. I'm suffering from 
neuralgia and am wcarcely the master of my own actions. g 
Jokely (rubbing his hands and chuckling in anticipation). Why, 
when it's on, it's felt, isn't it? youcan feel it; aud when it's off it's 
still felt 8 verdict : Justisfiable homicide. 
s 


s 
Patient 1 55 the chief information lay). I say, doctor, are crabs 
unhealthy : ee 
Doctor, Not as a rule, my dear sir. The only time they suffer is 
when they get tight—in the shell—but they soon throw off their 
old habits and go on swimmingly peain. 


He's a 


[Coroner 


s 
How many men we see around 
Who cut the greatest dash, 
And treat their friends with lavish hand— 
On other Peoples cash. 


s 
THE most serious case which has been brought to any of the 
London hospitals this week is that of the burglar who swore him- 
self black in the face when, after having cut the hinges out of a 
door, he discovered that the door wasn't locked, 


s 
Applicant for situation as Zoological Keeper. May I ask why 
you think it necessary that candidates should married men, sir 

Seoretary. My good man, how on earth do you expect anyone 
else could stand the continual row? 


First Man. 1'll never lend that fellow another penny as long a> 


ve. ; 
Second Man. Why, what's the matter, can't you get it back 
again? 
ire Man. Oh, yes; but the fool went and told n 
ple how kind i was to lend hima quid, and now every hard-up 
ggar in the ncighbourhood is pestering the life out of nie. 


—— 


JUST OUT. ONE PENNY: 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!” 


SIXTEEN PAGES OF RIGHT - DOWN ROARING sf. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, November 10, 1894.7 
TOOTSIE AT THE OXFORD. 


—— 


As the Dook Snook and I stood that memorable Friday night in 
the Empire Theatre listening to the singing of “Rule Britsnnia,” 
“Britons rer. NEVER, 
NEVER WILL BE 
SLAVES !""asardunic smile 
stole across His G race's face. 
oft course not; they never 
have been.” Then he added, 

after a pause, “ Once 1 — 

a time, many years before 
you were born, or thought 
of, there was a middle-aged, 
atlable gentleman of the 
name of Bignell who kept 
u tavern at the top of the 
Haymarket, some where 
about the spot where the 
Criterion Restaurant now 
stands, Next door was a 
Retting Office. I retain to 
this day, pasted in analbum, 
a ticket e there 
for five shillings, on which 
I should have won many 
ound had the horse I 
meked come in first. This 
is all that horse had to do, 
but somehow he didn't do 
it. At the back of the 
premises was u ball-room 
called the Piccadilly 
Saloon, which was some- 
times rather noisy of a 
night, and not a little 
dangerous, 

“But about Bignell. Bignell had a cosy parlour, to which a 
certain favoured few were admitted, and 1 was among the 
favoured one memorable Sunday night—memorable for the reason 
that it was the first Sunday night on which public-houses were 
closed by Act of Parliament at eleven o'clock. There was a clock 
in the room, and when the hands marked half. past ten we all 
began to talk about the iniquitous Act.“ Not that, by the way, 
we had not talked of it, off and on, an hour or two before that, 
but at half-past ten the subject became more and more interesting, 
and then the clock’s hands reached ‘ten to, and the waiter appear- 
ing said, ‘Any more orders, gentlemen!’ We gave our orders, 
and Mr. R. had his glass refilled. He sipped at it and leant back. 

„au call yourselves Britons, I suppose?’ said Mr. B. We do! 
we do!’ we cried, and straightway struck up ‘ Britons necer, NEVER, 
NEVER WILL BE SLAVES!’ ‘I daresay not, said Mr. B. 
*But you'll have to clear out of this pretty sharp when the clock 
strikes.“ But, Mr. Bignell,’ enid a little white-faced wisp of a man 
in a corner, ‘if vou like to defy the law and keep open we'll never 
leave you. - 

Let's all 
be locked 
up and 
lined in a 
lum p.’ 
‘That be 
hanged !’ 
said Mr. N. 
And at 
that mo- 
ment re- 
entered 
the waiter 
and said 
‘Time, 
gentle- 
men,’ 
‘That was 
the first 
occasion 7 8 
suid the 

Dook 
Snook, as 
he wiped 
away a 
tear, ‘that 
ever I 
heard 

those 

words,and 
Britons 
have gone 
on being slaves ever since, and are likely to continue being so.’ ” 
„Things being as they are, one ought to feel rather thankful to 
find any music-inall open in these days of Freaks and Cranks, and 
after a nice little dinner with music at the Holborn, Tottie Good- 
nough and I took our = to the Oxford, where Mr. J. H. Jennings 
ushered us into a box and made much of us. 

The Carnaval Electrique is u Thing of Beauty and a Joy for 
ever. Therein disport themselves the prettiest of pretty Pierrettes, 
Punchinellas, Harlequinas, Clownesses, High-kickesses, and other 
Loveliness too bewildering to enumerate, but can't they just dance, 
and can't they sing, and can't they ring bella—the old lady from 
Ranbury Cross isn't in it with them. And my old friend Paul 
Valentine has burst out into ry, with a song “to Light. to 
‘orious Light,” A glorious light it was too at the finale, which 
1 am told, was imagined by another old friend of mine, Blackpool 
Bill. Intruth, a most charm- 
ing spectacle throughout, 
which pray do not miss 
seeing. 

A good variety show is 
also here to be found. Her- 
bert Campbell, the night I 
was there, was in remark- 
able good form. Very pleas- 
ing, too, was Miss jie 
Wentworth. George Robey 
is an astonishing . dancer, 
who ought to have a place 
in pantomime at the big- 

est house, Will Crackles 
a also to be numbered among 
the best. Miss Marie Le 
Blanc is a great favourite. 
The Brothers Grifliths have 
rome awfully droll business, 
and Gus Elen is well up to 
the mark. 

The house was very 
crowded, and the business 
done must have been great, 
and I suppose the Cranks 
4 und Freakswere round about 
upon their pious prowl, 
seeking whom they should 
devour, The modern theatre 
und modern music-hall, as 
have frequently remarked, 
are great and grand institu- 
tions, yet it cannot be denied 
td ty f that only the minority at- 

them. Tothe huge majority music-halls especially are dens of 
Ax. ane must be crushed out. Say and do what you will next 
. Rule Britannia,” etc. l ete. !! etc. 111 


Will Crackks, 


The Brothers Griffiths, 


Bessie Wentworth. 
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NO JOKE 


Having received numerous 
letters from different parts of the 
Country assuming that SLOPER’S 
PILLS are meant as a joke, we 


are anxious once and for all to 
dispel such an tdea. There ts 
not the smallest particle of joke 
about SLOPER’S PILLS. Zen 


are made from the prescription of 
an Eminent Physician practising 
an the West End of London, and 
will be found an_tnvaluable 
Medicine by all who try them, A 


box containing 50 Pills will be 
sent to any address, post free for 
a”, by the Proprietors, 


GURDEN & CO., 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET 8T., LONDON, E. 0. 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. 

TIALL-MARKED AND STAMPED IN EVERY LINK, BUT Wox'r 

; Wash CLOTHES, 

GARDENING'S not over, certainly not; we shall soon be having 
the hardy “ Christmas annual,” and none is hardier than SLOPER'S. 
The best “ bedding-out plant is I. Moses's habit of sleeping in 
other people's front gardens. 

“Nothing is ever really lost or can be lost,” sang Walt Whitman, 
and A. SLOPER hastens to register it as his opinion that W. 
Whitman, beforementioned, never played halfpenny “ Nap” with 
I. Moses, aforesaid. 

Some men’s meanness would starve rats. Here's a husband at 
Hammersmith who heard that his wife was going to elope, and 
went and locked up her false front—you know, those ten or twelve 
curls mounted on invisible crape. Of cow without ‘em, she 
ber a think even of seeing the fellow she'd arranged to elope 
wit 

A poor deluded eon of a sewing-machine agent in Sloper’s Alley 
has just invested in a three-and-sixpenny “Guide Book to Science,” 
ond is kidding himself that he's learning something. He has 
ascertained that five thousand molecules can with ease and comfort 
sit on the point of a pin, and deduces from the fact the valuable 
tip that “herein we see how widely a molecule differs from a 


sume boys are much brainier than others, and get out of a 
scrape almost with honours. Last Sunday, for instance, over the 
Walkinhawker's tea table, old Mr. Walkinhawker remarked very 
gravely, “Thomas, my boy, I did not see you in church this 
morning.” Some boys would have quailed or told a stupid lie 
but not T. W. Walkinhawker. “Quite correct, father - you'd just 
dozed off as I got in!“ Invention is the mother of the soft 
answer that turneth away eee 

SLOPER has no “ Lost and Found column, but willingly accedes 
to the request of an old subscriber by inserting the following : 
“If the gentleman who keeps the fried fish shop with the red hair 
will return the umbrella to the cocoa-rooms young lady with the 
bone handle she will esteem it a favour.” 


— — 


THE IDEAL AND THE REAL. 

SHR was n girl who simply revelled in sentiment. It was life, 
breath, everything to her—as, indeed, it should have been, seeing 
that she'd choked off more than one brutally worldly young man 
by a too lavish indulgence in it. And now that she had her fifth 
suitor on the tenterhooks, all the old penny-novelette sensations 
came over her, and, sitting there with him in the little suburban 
drawing-room and the gloaming. she had to let the gush run 
loose or expire in the attempt to «mother it. 

„Ah, Edward, darling!“ she exclaimed with a long-drawn sigh, 
“if you only knew——” 

“What's up?" asked Edward, tenderly, but slightly alarmed, “a 
button gone somewhere?” 

„Lor, no, of course not,” she exclaimed, pettishly ; then, in 
more musical tones, continuing, Edward, dear, in the glorious 
spring all nature amiles, birds on the branches of the trees bill and 
coo, and the shepherds and shepherdesses k ius“ 

„Not if Mra. Chant's about,“ he interrupted, 

“They kiss—and kiss—and kiss,” she went on, taking no notice 
ef his interruption. ‘But now, alas! the birds sing no more, 
Nature frowns—aye, and crics continually—and the sweet report 
of a kiss is heard no more.” 

“Oh, it's not so bad as all that,” he broke in, getting rather 
weary of so much of it, “there's plenty of kissing going on all the 
year round, right here in Peckham.” 

* Between whom?” she almost gasped. 

“Billiard balls!“ he ejaculated ; and five minutes later. as he 
started giving the marker at the Hog and Half Butt fifteen: in 
tifty up, he casually remarked—and the marker wondered why 
that if ever he went sweethearting again he hoped he might— 
well—er—get caught! 
aS 


* 


355 
THE PRODIGAL COUSIN. 


— 


„ THINK, my dear,” said Mr. John Warmun, as he 8 
himself out comfortably after dinner, und took a few preliminary 
Ts at the choice 
favana which n good 
and rapidly increns- 
ing business enabled 
him to alford; “1 
think, my dear, you 
have occasionally 
heard me apeak of 
my cousin William.“ 
“What! that 
young ne'er-do-well 
who waa always bor- 
rowing money?“ 

“The same, my 
love,” responded her 
husband. “Well, 
what do you think 
I heard about him 
in the City to-day?” 

“Really, I'm no 
hand at conun- 
drums,” snapped the 
lady impatiently ; 
“why dont you any 
at once what you 
learnt?) What has 
he done — murder. 
forgery, or suicide?” 

“Nothing quite so 
sensational, my 
dear,” said Mr. War- 
mun with aggravating calmness, “though I also could have believed 
anything of him, My cousin William has returned from abroad.” 

“A beggarly pauper, I'll be bound,” cried his wife; but he 
shall starve before you lend him a single sixpence.” 

“He certainly should, my dear, as far as I'm concerned,” re- 
sponded Mr Warmun, as he sniffed complacently at his cigar, 
“but under the peculiar and unexpected circumstances | don't 
think he's likely to claim my assistance, William, my love, has 
returned a millionaire.” 

“Whe-a-a-t !“ shrieked the Indy. “Oh, I do, do hope, John, you 
were civil to him before you found out his true circumstances." 

* Listen, my dear,” said Mr. Warmun. “Personally, I have not 
seen my cousin; but I met Wilson to-day, who used to be very 
intimate with William, and he told me all about him in the 
strictest confidence. It appears William is keeping his fortune the 


“ Dou't you know me?” 


grea 
and knowin 

that he is n 

likely to receive 
a very warm wel- 
come from his 
relatives, is call- 
ing upon them in 
the 3 
get-up and a long 
tale 10 mis for · 
tune, just to test 
their feelings, 
and— Well, 
cory: what is 

it we 


“A person at 
the door 5 ae 
vou particular, 
sir,” said the 
domestic. 

„Tell him I'm 
not at home,” 
nid her master, 
“Stay a moment, 
though,” he mut- 
tered, as the 
servant de- 
pe “but no, 

t’s hardly 
William came often. possible, it, and 


vet „ 
springing up, he walked into the hall, where a shabbily-clad figure 

5 to him with outstretched hand. 

“ John, old fellow,“ cried the stranger, don't you know me!” 

Mr. Warmun's affectation of astonishment and delight was a 
fine piece of acting. ‘Why, William,” he cried, heartily, “my dear 
fellow, this js a surprise] When did you return? Ah, here's my wife; 
my love, this is my Cousin William you've so often h me 
speak about. 

“Most welcome, I’m sure,” said Mrs. Warmun graciously, and 
five minutes later the returned wanderer was comfortably installed 
before the fire, drinking his cousin's trensured sherry, and listen- 
ing with apparent gratification to numerous ons of 
welcome, 

“My dear William,” said Mr. Warmun, as he parted with his 
cousin that night, “your bad fortune distresses me, but you really 
musn't despair, Why, if we can’t help one another in misfortune 
what's the world coming to?” 

William came often, nearly every day, in fact, and borrowed 


money at every opportunity. 

At length Mr. Warmun began to get really frightened at the 
repeated heavy calls upon his bank, and seriously anxious that his 
cousin should show himself in his true colours, That gentle- 
man announced 
that important 
business would 
call him away 
for a kd bor 

e departec 
and though 
weeks elapsed. 
he returned 
not; although 
a letter arrived 
and Mr. Warm- 
un read its con- 
tents with 
purpling face. 

“DEARJOHN, 
—Just a line to 
any I cannot 
avail myself of 
your delightful 
and disintereat- 
ed hospitality. 
Important busi- 
ness up coun- 
try. Sorry wns 
obliged to fill up 
that last open 
cheque for the 
limit (a thou- 
nd). Pay you 
‘when brighter 
days dawn.“ 
Wilson, who 
necompanies me, sends his love, and hopes you'll forgive him his 
little fiction about the fortune, You're a much bigger jay than 
WE TOOK you for! “Your millionaire cousin. 

“WILLIAM.” 


Neal it with parplimys face, 
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“Walk four miles to church. and over eighty years of 
are? You must be very fowl of the parson's sermona,* 
“1 never ‘vard ‘un, my dear; I be ‘ard of ‘eariu’.” 


„ Miss Sloper will be delivhied to eite photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not pet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


ty — 


No. 364.—Miss VioLet VYVIAN. 
“My trne ideal of perfect grace and loveliness.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“TL lay my heart and fortune at her feet.” Lord hub, 


“Ob, Violet! cud this maddening suspense |" —The ion. Lilly. 


he Elier was just steppin’ intae the Thustle the ither efternin, when somceboly 
restrained him. “Stop, bud man!“ sad a voice in his car: “yuu need someone to take care 


of you. Ian your fute; let us to the Meenister.” 
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46 97 
Wy 
THE ELECTRIC LIGHT STUD. 
(Ia a dark corner of the conservatory.) 
She. Oh, switch off your stud, George ! everybody can see us, 


2 


No fame) 


CO 8 
SSS NS 


The land Maxars Show for 18 4 was a thing of tne past, the Ranquet was over, 
awl Sir dt Renals, ha retire! to his xanetni in the Mansion Honse, had 
thrown aside bis robes and MW office, amd was having a quiet smoke after the 
exciting events of the day, when there came a knock at the door, “Come in,” said 
the Ian Mayor,—(1) Auel there enteral A. Soren, Well, Joe, 1 thought £ 
shoubl find you here,” said the Kminent, wearily throwing himself into a luxurions 
arwehair, and immediately springing up with the monosyllabic expression, “Oh!” 
“A pin?” asked his loniship, anxiously, “A pin!" reiterated A..SLOPER some- 
what irritably, while rubbing his ironclad person, “ How could a pin picree this coat 
of mail? No; but the confounded thing is apt to nip if not worn with the greatest 
caution, Well, and how did you think the show went off, Joe?" Siku, 
mimirably! I congratulate you! Receive my heurty thanks—what will yon take?“ 
~ Joseph,” said A. SLOPER, modestly, “when you left me to manage the whole affair 
you could not have intrusted it in better hands, for, as an organizer and manager of 
big things of the kind, your humble servant stands unrivalled, Dick Marker, or 
Sir Gus, or Chartie Harris are positively not in it with me!” “TI believe you are 
rivht, Store” © Undoubtedly, Joe.—(2) By-theby, what did you think of my 
Tuutsie as representing the Nottinghum Lace Trade?” » Most charming !"——(3) 


Wife. John, I must have a lad 
Husband. 


(Saturday, November 10, 1524. 


maid, 
All right, 1 don't as long as she's pretty. 
(But she didn't have one after all, 


“Thank you: and my son Alexandry as Whittington 2% » Eren unt!“ „ thought 
you'd say that. The City Remenmbrancer, who ought to knew, remarked that he was 
more like than the original imlividnal himself,—(4) Little Jubilee, too, a the 
‘Turtle, I take it, was a asl idea It ia a pity the poor child lost the la soon after 
the procession started ; however, his own offered unbounded amusement to civic 
youth, offering as it did an admirable cock-shy.—(5) And my Twins as the url, 
date City Giants, Wealth aml Prosperity, I flatter myself, was a nent iel: 
Undoubtedly ! but do help yourself ; I observe you have nothing in your glass, 
have not, my dear Joe, for, eee, the bottle is empty; but if you will ring for a few 
more, I pledge you my wonl I will do justice to them.”"——MANSION Hovsk, 
November \0th.—The first case the new Lonl Mayor had to try was that of an wel 
prisoner, charged with being found drank and incapable in the early morning in the 
City. Ou the prisoner, who refused his name and address, and who was clad in a suit 
of armonr, assuring his lordship that it was the first time he had ever appeared in a 
Court of Justice, the Lord Mayor said he would give the prisuner the benetit of the 
First Offenders’ Act and discharge him, providing he would undertake, on his word 
of honour, to come up for julyment at any future time if callel upon, The defendant 
promised, aud left the Court abruptly. Who could he possibly have been ? 


McNAB RUN TO GROUND—OR WATER. 


(2) “Coward! would yon dare tae evade me? 
Know that it is ele. for Tam one o the New 
Women from the Glasgow Cony ress.” 


8 


“You are 
(3) The Rider leapt over the cliff, but the New Woman held him tight, hl-ving, 
mine for ever!" ub terrified shrie 
the Loch close] over his stricken heart, 


1 wl 
tut the nufortunate Elder ouly uttered one k ore the Losuit 
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Modern madic- 


cant * 


ad 


A Power ful. NH- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Step up, my merry patrons, stepup! This is a show that knocks the Lord Mayor's into a = the stage:—The people's champion appears Ana flinga the gauntlet to the peera:—Caprirvi's 
cocked hat, dwarfs the puny Civic affair altogether, I warrant you, Not quite so longestablished, — resignation now Tn Germany has caused a row -I Diggle doomed thut isa ery The Board 
perhaps, but fur more popular, I give you my word, But let me show you round :— That fortune. School Chairman thinks, my cyc!—A thirty hours’ recital—well, It took some doing, you can tell, 
telling still will pay Was clearly proved the other day :—Though Stiqgginses triumphant shout —There, what do you think of that?) Oh, don't be afraid to laugh | the C. C. haven't cot any of their 
du March we'll turn the humbuygs dt. At really seems an awful aye Since merry Georgie trod spies hanging around, or they'd very promptly feel the boot of —THE SLOVERLAN SHOW MAN. 


\ w\ 9 / BEFORE AND GEN. No. 

ce, Winn BREA (om 2 
e 
AO a 


> \THEATRICAL/ / 
‘ AGENT ac? D 
? 


OUR INFANTS. 
“What, not smoking ?” “No, dear boy: I took too much nent 


TOO “FLY.” 
“Will you walk into my pariour ?” says the spider to the fly. refreshment last night, aud have got ruther u big hond on me 
Py Sard eee this morning. 


SMOKING 1 
“[ STRICTLY 


PERMIEETTED | 


= 5 One of the Victims, Well, no, sir: they still allows the mox in 
2 they ain't sed nothink about that, not as yet, they ‘nsn't. But 


771 PATRIOTIC. 5 
%., uno! another battle 1 i k 7 8 lged po 

. d : 5 “Tt doesn't scem to me to be new, you know, I feel as if I had seen it before.” “If Madam will look in they've manni: urty completely fur to put us pore chaps 4 
‘vuthpick, Uh, blow the wur! let's hear about the Empire. that glass there, sue will then see it behind.” 1455 out l . 3 oa i 


* 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


TANTIVY, tantivy, hark forrid! Likewise yoicks and tally-ho! 
Once again the ‘orn of the ‘untsman is ‘eard on the ill, and the 
heart of the foxhunter, 
who has been eating his 
head off all the summer, 
is glad within him. With 
the advent of November, 
cub-hunting ceases, und 
the real serious business 
commences in earnest. 
Since the days of yore, 
when SLOPER'S ancestors 
winded the horn at castle 
gates, toarouse the sleepers 
within to the joys of the 
chase, hunting in one 
form or other has always 
been the pramier field 
sport of the Englishman, 
and long may the noble 
jnstime flourish. To the 
sportsman with his heart 
in the right place, there 
is no sweeter musle than 
that of the hounda, no 
keener delight than the 
spinning gallop, when 
t 


e scent is g and the 
fox runs game. Gone 
away there! Steady a 


moment, please, stendy ! 
Now then, if you like! 
Forrid, forrid, forrid ! 


s 
THE Carnival at Hampstead on the night of the 5th of November 
was a rattling good show. ALLY, of course, took part in the pro- 
cession, and was warmly received. The eggs, he says, seemed 
somewhat fresher this year. Alexandry, on the other hand, thinks 
that one or two were quite as egy as in the good old days. 


s 
SWEET Florence St. John, of the nightingale notes and comely 
rson, is now playing the title-ré/e in Mirette at the Savoy, where 
r. D'Oyley Carte has engaged her as leading lady for a goodly 
time. Hoth manager and singer have our congratulations, 
ss 
s 
Dr. FELLIX Bon assures us in the Ninetcenth Crntury that it 
will not be long before a thunderstorm breaks over the roof of the 
British Empire. Well, well, it will doubtless find John Bull with 
his umbrella ready. „ 


Now that the fair sex is concerning itself with the questions of 
the hour, many of the essentially feminine amusements are 
becoming neglected. The danc- 
ing girl in particular will soon 
be extinct if the evolution of 
the New Woman proceeds at the 
present rate of rapidity. Time 
was when the dancing man was 
n rara avis, and a distracted 
hostess searched in vain for 
partners for her fair guests. 
Soon it will be the dancing girl 
who wants finding, and then— 
well, dancing will probably be 
left to stage exponents 
altogether. „ 


RRAl. I. v, if the Artistic Litho- 
graphic Company, Bunhill Row, 
E. C., go on beating their own 
records from year to year we 
shall certainly be at a loss for 
adjectives with which to praise 
their When we looked 
over their Christmas cards and 
bouslets last year we imagined 
that they nad just about reached 
the height of even their aspir- 
ation. We thought their goods, 
in fact, perfect, and it is ditticult 
toimprove upon perfection. But, 
hang it all, they hare done so 
this year. Their work ia indeed 
n feast for the eye to dwell 1 
We beg to tender Mr. Gilbert our hearty congratulations upon 
the success attending his efforts, 


Mrs. ORMISTON CantT—beg pardon—Chant, spenking at a 
meeting of a Peckham Rye Mutual Improvement Society, enid 
that she wished to free public amusements from the taint of 
mammon. And does she really hope to find a manager who will 
run his show solely for the edification of the public and without 
pecuniary return! He would be worth preserving in a glass case 
when found. Poor Mrs, Chant! we fear that her temporary 
success is clouding her intellect. | 

s 


SELF-PRAISF is no recommendation, but really we must have a 
blow at our own trumpet for once in a way. The contents of 
the “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS" are ro funny, that several members 
of our staff have split their cides through excessive laughing, and 
are now under treatment in hospital. 

ss 


Ir is pleasant to sce the long-tennntless Avenue Theatre open 
once more, and still more pleasing to be able to record for the new 
manager and 
the new piece 
a distinct and 


rhe 
Slarey is 
title of the pro- 
duction with 
which Mr. Greet 
has sought the 
suifrage of the 
Her ing, pub - 
ic, and a 
brighter, 
cheerier enter- 
tainment than 
this musical 
comedy“ it 
would be hard 
to conceive. 
The music 
retty and tune- 
ul, the lyrics 
smart, and often 
witty, the din- 
logue reall? 
Z funny, and wit 
= such a company 
us Miss ay 
Yohé (in the 
title-réle), Mr. Charles Danby, Miss Jenny McNulty, Mr. Herbert 
Sparling, Mr. George 2 and several other good folks, 
what more would one desire: 
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Durine the temporary closing of the Empire, its great rival, the 
Alhambra, has . wonderful business. Never have such 
srosperous times hitherto been : 
bios at the big house in 
Leicester Square. And the 
management ure making a biz 
effurt to retain their new 
patrons, so the present pro- 
gramme is about as smart as it 
vossibly could be. Monkey 
Yoland * seems very populur 
with everyone, and the new 
series of Tublruuæ Vivants are 
really immense, | 


A. SLOPER has this day con- 
ferred his “Award of Merit“ 
upon Princk ADEMUYIWA 
HAAsrnur, becauae he is right 
up-to-date, “¥Feyther,” burst 
forth the blue-eyed Alexandry, 
“what an absolute cuckoo you 
were not to invite the Prince to 
Mildew Court while he was 
over nere. His agents, D Errico 
and Withers, seem to be bally 
nice coves, and we could have 
had a fair barney all together. 
It seems to me that every 
chance you get of making ‘oof 
you mise, Great Ormiston 
Chant! it's enough to make 
one——" But ere the lad bad 
finished his peroration, a well-known hand had descended, and 
was well on the spanking lay, 5 


Ir is quite untrue that the Puritan Party have been endeavour- 
ing to suppress Larks! We know that the world-wide mirth 
which our great ha penny comic diffuses is a source of annoyance 
to the humbugs; but, thank 5 the ranting howlers 
haven't the power to deprive the people of their weekly side- 
splitter °° 

CAMBERWELLITES should be proud. Their cosy little new 
theatre is going to be a big success, of that there can be no reason- 
uble doubt. Well, Camberwell is a pretty extensive district, and 
should be well able to s rt a theatre. And it will do so, 2 0 
if the catering is sufficient /¢ foot aad it is going to be good, if al 
what we hear is correct. All the West-end successes will be repro- 
duced there from time to time, and something a long way above 
the average in pantomime is promised at Christmas. 


THE vacant Garter, we are informed, has been bestowed by the 
Queen upon the Marquis of Lansdowne, But why only one 
garter? Surely the genial Marquis was entitled to a pair of ‘em. 


As bath A. SLoPER and Lord Rosebery are likely to attend the 
Lord Mayor's Banquet this year, ing in the way of 
oration 
to bo ex- 
»ected, 
th these 
Eminent 
men are in 
tine form 


at nt. 
Whilst the 
Premier 
will con- 
fine his re- 
the “polite 

e politi- 
cal outlook 
A. SLOPER 
intends 
launching 
out into 
more gene- 
ral topics, 
Of course, 
as in pre- 
vious years, he will advocate the putting down of drink. This is a 
forks he is never tired of dilating upon. He will also have some- 
thing to say on the promenade or no —— controversy—but, 
there, we must refer our readers to the reports of the Banquet in 
the daily newspapers for further, information. 


THE extradition of Jabes Balfour seems to be han ng fire con- 
siderably. We shall bably have forgotten all about the man 
and his crimes before he reaches Old England. 


s 
AT the Greenwich Police Court the other day the question was 
raised, “Is the County Council an ass?” Judging from the recent 
oe of this effete body, we don't think there can be the 
least shadow of doubt about it.. » 
s 


CHARLIE COLLETTE caught on like wild-fire nt the Folly 
Varieties, Manchester. Charles usually sung em three songs to 
start with, followed by half a dozen recalls or so, and even then 
they wouldn't let him go without another song. If it were not 
that nature had bl him with the strength of an ostrich, he'd 
collapse under the strain. es 

s 


THE decision of the London County Council re the Empire 
promenade, although surprising many of us, was not altogether 
unexpected. From 
the moment, about 
two years ago, when 
George Edwardes 
st up before the 
committee and pro- 
tested against the 
granting of a Music 
and Dancing License 
tothe Palace Theatre, 
the fate of the Empire 
was sealed. That, 
undoubtedly, was 
the first nail in the 
coffin. There is not 
the slightest doubt 
but that it was his 
influence, and his 
influence alone, that 
deprived the Palace 
ofa promenade. The 
question of Prome- 
unde or no Prome- 
unde was at that time 
discussed holy by 
the partirans of both 
houses, and ended in 
a temporary victory 
for the Empire. Now 
the tables have been 
turned, and the 
Empire finds itself in 
the same position as was the Palace two yearsago. But the dear old 
Empire is not going to close permanently. Oh, dear, no, No one 
ever thought it would, George Edwardes can make a joke as well 
an most people, and his threat to close his theatre was as good a 
joke as he has ever made in his life. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR von THK WEKk ENDING NOVEMBER Dru. 1891. 
: — 


11th November, 1100.— This day King N 1. am 
Steauclerk, was married to Maud, the As 3 of Tlalecl 
King of Scots, and niece uf Edgar Atheling, “of the right kingly 
kin of England.” 


12th November, 1'715.—Richard Steele's second wife die 
this duy in York Buildings, Villiers Street, Strand. 0 
says of Steel's youth, “ I am afraid no good report could be given 
rd his ushers of that thick-set, square-faced, e Irish box. 
vows very idle. He was whipped deservedly a great number of 


13th November, 1833. — During three snecessive years, 
beginning with 1831, Novenber 13th was marked by a magnifiecut 
display of falling stars. The most 2 display occurred on 
this date. Seldom has a scene of more awful grandeur been exhi- 
bited than was then witnessed at the Falls of Niagara, The rour 
of the cataract filled the mind of the spectator with a heightencl 
sense of sublimity when its waters were lightened up by the glare 
of the meteoric torrent in the sky. Many people were terror. 
stricken, imagining the end of the world was come. 


14th November, 1817. — Abercrombie, who died this day, 
enid the only thing he did not like about Scotland was the climate, 
and he told a story of an Englishman who asked a Highlander if 
it rained for ever in his country. “Oh, na, sir,” said the Scot, “it 
snaws whiles.” 


15th November, 1750.— The old bridge at Westminster, 
begun in 173%, was opened on this day. There was a peculiar echo 
on the old bridge which has been made the anbject of a play, 
wherein a wrongfully accused man, sitting in one of the covered 
shelters, overhears the real culprit confersing his crime in the 
shelter opposite. 


16th November, 1889.—A newspaper of this date savas 
William Clark, n prisoner in Durham Gaol, met with a ho ‘ible 
death. Ife was engaged in the kitchen preparing the prisoners’ 
soup, when he overbalanced himself, and fell headforemost into 
the bo lin; liquid, sustaining such inquries that he died almost 
immed atziy. Several warders and prisoners were near at the time, 
but the accident was so sudden, that beyond getting the unfor- 
tunate convict out of the copper as quickly as possible, uo assist- 
ance could be rendered, 


17th November, 1761.—During the “Seven Years’ War,” 
memorable for the battle of Minden and the pave Marquis of 
Granby, whose visage has furnished a sign for many a place of 
entertainment, independent of that at Dorking, described in “ Pick- 
wick,” the following announcement appeared in the London 
Gazette of the above date: The French have demanded from the 
country of Eiechsfeld and Hohenstein four hundred cats; one 
hundred had been already delivered to them. The motive for the 
demand is that the mice eat up their magazines.” 


— — 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 83—Ilow Dook SNooK PRESERVED THE PRESTIGE or 
THE PEERAGE. 


“Ny hooky or by crooky,” cried the noble Dooky Snooky, 
“I'll sustain the reputation of the peerage of our realm, 
Which, with spite antagonistic, many hoodlums socialistic 
Are indubitably trving to detrude and overwhelm.” 
And he pondered and he wondered what device to take in hand, 
To maintain the reputation of the peerage of our land ! 


First, to show that peers of Britain are with sportomani:n smitten, 
Many brace of partridge bagged he on the brown September moor: 

Then he tried the dodge of giving quite one-thousanath of his living 
To the indigent and needy, to the destitute and poor. 

Rut these subtle schemes availed not (as he owned with bitter tears) 

To enhance the reputation of the good old English peers ! 


“ By the Lords, I'll be a bookie!” said the artful Dooky Snooky, 
And his stand on a racecourse, on the welsher's tub he took. 
By the Lords, I'll be a jockey i“ and. although the seat was rocks, 
pon many a racecourse runner sat the noble Dooky Snook. | 
But these peer-like perpetrations, though acclaimed with ringin; 


cheers, 
Did not measurably better the repute of England's peers! 


Asa Piccadilly masher, as a pugilistic squasher, 
He essnyed to boom the peerage; but easayed it all in vain, 
“Pillows — his optics glistened, while he to the Friv.“ songs 
med. 
The solution of the problem had descended on his brain! 
To the failing reputation of the par he could give 8 
Re-establishment, by wooing Miss Golightly of the Friv.! 


So Snooky, trim and sprightly, paid his court to Miss Golightly, 
And the post did him with letters very quickly overwhelm— 

Notes of high pie rage from the millions of the nation: 
“You have saved the reputation of the peerage of the realm! 

You will either have to marry that delicious actress-lady, 

Or to pay a thousand damages for conduct base and shady. 

And in either case your action is deserving our acclaim, 105 

For it proves the peers ot England to be worthy ot their name! 


— 


WIT BY THE BRINY. 


THERE'S a certain bright young post-office clerk at a certain 
office at a certain watering place on the south coast, not necessary 
to be named, who, if he doesn't mind what he's nbout and give u 
joking with the 2 customers, will be in sudden and urgeut 
need of a cheap funeral before November's over. It's like this: 
He gets his twenty-eight bob a week—ah, and gets it easy, too— 
for answering the callers for letters and keeping the ata) 
dampers wet. And lots of these callers are sweet, ecr-r-r—oh, io 
here, somebody, just give us a pinch: that’s it—well, as we ie 
scr-r-r-umptious little bits of jam, who've told their frien: = 
town to write to them care of the Poste Restante until the 
secured suitable apartments. Well, one of the miest of t en 
all, in the snappiest get- up that ever came out of a bandbox, 91 
in the other morning and, as ahe'd called there before and thoug 
he'd remember her, asked this carrotty-! libertine : 

“Ja there a letter for me?” 

rr 10 he — brute! 

m Cumming. 1 

“Oh, ore glad he's coming, are you? And I daresay 1 
glad—mighty glad he’s coming, too; I know bloomin wel 10 
xhould be if. 7 were him. Jumpin’ Moses! wouldn't I show 5 
off on that pier to-night, and stand you oysters, and kiss you 8 
the blessed waiter wasn't looking, and take you to get our b fall 

phs taken together with your ‘at on my ‘ead and mine on— tins 
fim blowed! she's swep’ out o the bloomin’ orfice an 1 
waited for her letters “ 


— 


NEXT MONDAY, NOV. rath. ONE SHILLING. 


MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


THE ROUND TABLE ANNUAL FOR 1895. 
PULL OF SEASONABLE PICTURES AND STORIES 


89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Saturday, November 10, 1594.) 
(LETTER)-ALARM-ING NEWS. 
. Excusx us, if we mention 


N 


oe 
“ yecar Score! wear ) 
WS TraT— me Fire 5 


IN = ae ONE 
LETTER. 


A disturbing new invention— 
(And of such affairs 
To cause us cares 
We've certainly had some)— 
An invention 
“ausing tension, 
Not to mention 
Much diasension— 
An electrical “alarm ”-affair 
To whizz and whirr and 
hum 
Every time a fresh epistle 
Through your letter-box 
doth come! 


So, anon—like dark Othello— 
(When he felt upset, poor 
fellow)— 
We well may say, 
With deep aumay, 
“Farewell the 
mind! 
Fora Yell-o! 
(That's not mellow 
Like a ‘cello) 
Shall we bellow 
Whene'er we hear that dread 
“alarm,” 


tranquil 


To startle us desicned— 
And we'll wish that all such letters 
Were for ever left behind ! 


— 


A BRIGHTON IDYLL. 


Tuk human tide surged ceaselessly along the Front; bright 
shone the November sun upon the strangely narorted crowd, and 
the distant murmur of the breakers, and the soft strains of the 
bind in the gardens fell soothingly upon the ear, above the clatter 
of footsteps upon the naphalte. With but two figures in all this 
motley concourse need we concern ourselves; he, whose look and 
learing betokened the illustrious foreigner, the distinguished 
musiciin, or the Tamous poet; she, whose matchless beauty and 
innate grace stam her with the hall mark of Brighton belledom. 

Let us follow them, as together they separate themeelves from 
the seething throng and seek the sweet seclusion of the most 
unfrequented part of the West Pier. Note the tender love-light 
shining in the maiden’s lustrous orbs, fitting windows for so pure 
u nl. Observe the respecttul reverence, the deferential devotion 
with which her companion attends her to n seat. For a brief 


period there is silence between them. They look into each other's 
For souls in affinity, hearts that beat iu 


eves and are happy. 
perfect unison, 
there is little 
need for words, 

She was the 
first to speak, 
aud there was 
sweet tremor 
in the pure 
young voice, a ff 
pathetic quiv- 
ering about the 
rich ripe lips, 
asshe said, 
“And so) my 
Fritz is to leave 
me today 2 A 
few brief, fast. 
tecting hours 
ar all that re. 
main to me of a 
week's un- 
clouded happi- 
less 2 * 

With a con- 
vulsive effort 
her companion mastered his emotion, as he turned towards her. 

Vat can 1 flo. my tarling?” he cried; “already 1 haf outstay 
mein time, and ze railway’s ticked too expire on to-day.” 

Her lover's tender assurances appeared to comfort the maiden, 

ind it was in u firmer voice that she cried, “ Ah, but fate is cruel to 
1. 10 Fritz! cruel. heartless, to part us in the heaven of our new - 
found happiness, Nay, look not so stolid, my brave lover: though 
ne sigh of anguish escapes you, though no tear wells into those 
tender eyes, I know the stern struggle for calmness that is raging 
in your breast. I love, I admire you for your fortitude, my king, 
and would that I could imitate your noble example. But you will 
always love me, Fritz, away in the delirious whirl of London society, 
exposed to all the gilded temptations of the great Metropolis, you 
will always think of the trusting little maid who places her virgin 
heart in your keeping !?“ 
j Reader, let us leave them thus! Twere sacrilege to intrude 
urther, for already the relentlisa chimes warn him that he must 
ks all haste to pack his tooth-brush and purchase a clean paper 
tr lar, preparatory to showing up before evening at the little hair 
“ressing establishment in the City, which values his services at 
tishteen and sixpence weckly. 


— 
BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 


No. 9.— Tux Gin Ar Groom's. 
O Girt at Groom's, how 
richly blooms 
Upon thy cheek the 


rose: 
With what bright beams 
thy right eye gleams, 
How clear thy left eye 


5 1 
With what delight from 
Groom's domain 
I'd kidnap thee — for 
whom 
My heart heaves high 
with amorous pain— 
Were I thy groom ! 


O Girl at Groom's, pala- 
tial rooms 
Are those in which 
thou servest 
The freshening draught, 
and, by thy craft, 
Each strong man's 
heart unnervest. 
But ina palace far more 
fair 
form should bloom, 


Thy comel 
And thou should’st reign an empress there, 


Were I thy groom ! 


O Girl nt Groom's, the darkest tomb’s 
. Jess sunless than my heart 
Since thou didst jeer at the wound severe 
got from Cupid's dart. 
Full oft I swore 1’ marry thee ; 

But now in murkiest gloom 
My soul is unk: for- woe is me !— 

i'm not thy groom | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


— 


61 Kexxincton ROAD, 8. E., October 207 h, 1894. 
Dran ALLY,—“ Award of Merit” to hand: many thanks for 
same. After reading it I feel quite flattered, for it has sent me up 
with a bung into the seventh heaven. I feel a bit stuck-up like, 
ond shall value it very much, | can assure you. Fancy, “Mr. Gus 
Elen, F.0.8."! It's all right, isn't it? I inclose you photo, as 
requested, Thanking you once again for the A. O. II., F. O. S.“ 

In haste and best of wishes, faithfully yours, Gus ELxkx. 


WIster Garpess, BERLIN, October 28th, 1891. 
Dran ALLY,—I am very pleased to say Tama great success out 
here, with the German sausage blokes. But I don't feel comfortable. 
No English homes—all hotel living—no nice warm bed-clothes— 
simply a huge pillow to cover you, and when you turn over it slips 
off you. Kind regards, Yours, etc., G. HI. Cuirewiy, 


— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 4—FRANcI8 DE FRICASSEE SLOPER. 
Born, 1160, Chohed with cold tripe, 1216. 

WILKINS SAPOLIO SLoPER, whore tragic end it was our painful 
duty to chronicle last week, having died childless, the family 
solicitor who came over to Paris to look after the interment at 
once took charge of everything he could put his paws on, A 
lengthy account of the sad event had weap in all the best 
informed papers. but no one turned up to lay claim to the estates. 
The question of course was, wnat had become of Rupert Rummy- 
made, the cove with the conscientious scruples, who was, of course, 
hin brother's legal successor? Nobody seemed to know, and 
accordingly the following advertisement appeared a little later in 
the agony column of the leading papers : 

“SLoper.—If Rupert Rummymade, who left home in 1149 
after a dust-up with his brother, will send particulars of 
his whereabouts to dDlessra, and Sons. Solicitors, 
2 Korfdrop Alley, Lincoln's Inn, he will hear of 
SOMETHING GREATLY TO HIS ADVANTAGE.” 

For some months this notice elicited no response, and the 
family solicitor was beginning to congratulate himself on the tasty 
little picking he'd be able to get out of the estate before handing 
it over to the Crown, when one day a weakly-looking, meanly- 
dressed stripling walked into the office and inquired for Mr. Deed. 

It you've come after that there ortice boy's job, wot was adver- 
tised, you're like the cow's tail, young fellow,” said the clerk, who 
axked his business; “it was filled this morning afore you was up.“ 
Solicitor’s clerks weren't the aristocrats they are now in those 


ave. 

“Office boy, bue vnrlet!“ thundered the youth, hurling the 
nearest inkpot at the astonished quill-driver, “a plagne upon thy 
knavish tongue. fam the Baron Francis de Fricassee Sloper. Get 
hence, scullion, and tell your master I wait without.” 

Once closeted with the boas, it took a very short time for the 
new-comer to establish his indentity. He was, he proved, the son 
of Rupert Rummymade, who, having married for love, had been 
compelled to live abroad for economic reasons, Rupert Rummy- 
made had been a stiff ‘un for two years, and his widow had followed 
him before ever her weeds had had time to go out of fashion. 
Francis de Fricassce Sloper had been doing a little bit of time for 
boiling a usurer or some other trifling boyish freak, and it was 
only when he came out of chokey that he learnt the news of his 
grandfather's demise. He and the family solicitor adjourned to 
the nearest Bodega and had a bottle or two, after which the young 
noble borrowed en hundred of the best and departed to kick the 
tenant out of his ancestral home. 

Francia de Fricassee soon began to make things hum when he 
obtained full possession, That he was a young man of spirit and 
determination was quickly shown by the unhesitating manner in 
which he assassinated the family solicitor for sticking on too many 
six-and-eightpences, and the victim's head struck fear and terror 
into the heart of the peasantry, as it stuck upon the iron spikes of 
the portcullis. He was of quick and fiery temperament, and n 
cocksure shot with n boot jack or a mailed gauntlet. and many a 
retainer did he streteh out flat when they happened to raise his 
dander. He developed a keen interest in sports of all kinds, and 
cattle raiding, sheep sticking, peasant roasting. and other innocent 
nastimes found in Francis de Fricassee a staunch and enthusiastic 

patron, 

, He was offered and accepted the post of Master of the Boar- 
hounds, and soon nfter started a training stable on an extensive 
scale. He won the Roxal Swelter Handicap with Catsmeat, and tho 
Buttick Stakes with Knacker in the same year, and would prob- 
ably have continued to be equally successful had he not been 
warned off for 1 se hocuss the favourite. He played a fine hand 
at cards, and his Nap. and baccarat parties were attended b 
Royalty Itself, until an unpleneant little incident connected wit 
the discovery of five aces up his armour. This scandal. however, 
did not prevent him espousing the iovely Lady Cornclia Ramtu- 
lican, who ecornfully refused to believe in her lover's guilt. 
Society, however, gave him the cold shoulder, and the once popular 
Francis de Fricassee found himself a social outcast. For twenty 
years he lived a life of retirement, enlivened at intervals by 
additions to his family. He enjoyed but few amusements, an 
oceasional raid upon a weaker baron, or the pillage of a rising 
village being the sole pleasures he now allowed himself. He 
devoted much time to study, but Onths Forcible but Genteel— 
A gleaned of Appropriate Swears,” is perhaps his best known 
work. 

His end was sudden but none the less welcome. He had always 
been a bit of a gorger, and made a pig of himself once too often. 


(To be continued next week.) 
— — 


THE GIPSY OUT-GIPSIED. 
THE gipsy stood in the pale moon's light, 
Comely, and quaint, and queenly. 
„Will I tell your fortune, my handsome knight?” 
And I crossed her hand serenely. 
Then, smiling, shook she each dusky curl 
hat lay on her forehend, darkling : 
And she read my future, that winsome girl, 
With her brilfiant black eyes sparkling. 


Small griefs she told of, and trifling boons : 
Then the marringe-line deftly threaded. 

“The maid will be fair as yon silvern moon's 
Fair light, who with thee gets wedded !“ 

Snatched I my hand from the seeress, straight. 
At thy art thou perchance excellest : 

But my heart forebodes me a different fate 
From the fortune thou thus mistellest !” 


“How now? Presumest my rede to scorn?” 
And I said, It occurs to me 

That as dark as the sloe upon vonder thorn— 
Not fair—my dear wife will be!“ A 

And often that ecene in the pale moon’s light 
Is discussed by us twain with laughter: 

For the gipsy who first met my sight that night 
Was my bride in a twelvemonth after! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


MEM. about the Autumn Sales.— ALLY SLOPER considers the 
“brown October” to be the most noteworthy of autumn’s ales, 

AN Unclothed Animal: The“ grizzly” bare. 

“ THE National Outlook."—Looking out for SLO En's CHRIST- 
mas HOLIDAyYs,” 


THE FAMILY GHOST. 
CHAPTER XI. 


Captain RATSBANE was gratified that he had effected such a 
satisfactory arrangement with the Family Ghost. He now felt that 


“Good morning.” 


he had one friend in the spirit world who would work in his 
interests, and he smiled to think that his troubles were so far over. 
Then his face suddenly darkened, the smile died away, and, in 
dubious tonea, he remarked, “ But the other ghosts?” 

“Well—what of them?” said the Family Spook. : 

“If 1 leave this wing of the house they will crowd after me. 
You see they don't haunt the house—they don't care a cent for the 
house; it ia me they haunt, and they will shift along with me, 
won't they?” 

“T have thought out a echeme for dealing with them. 
muat be induced to emigrate.” 

“To emigrate?” 

“ Yex, to emigrate. There is a glut in the spectre market here. 
There is not employment for them all and, as sensible ghosts, they 
should speedily recognize the fact that it is not worth their while 
remaining here.” 

“That is a good idea if you can fix it up; but they seem to be 
somewhat ob- 
stinate,“ don't 
they? Icouldn't 
offer any induce- 
ment to them to 
go away myself 
—could I?” 

“Certainly not. 
That would be 
the very thing 
that would cause 
them to remain, 
They are mad 
just now because 
1 you are indif- 
ferent to their 
presence. If they 
thought you 
cared they would 
not go.“ 

“I thought 
so. And is there 
nothing I can do 
for yourself for 
your kindness!” 

“Nothing but 
what I have 
mentioned, Fact 
is this is n very 
comfortable 
berth, and 1 
learned — some- 
thing since you 
came here, which will make me more comfortable. I am going 
to drop these clanking chains. People don't seem to care for chains 
now-a-days. They are cumbersome things to carry about, so I'll 
go in for plain white in future. But 1 must be going. Good 
inorning.” 

“Good morning,” snid Mr. Ratsbane, as he turned his face to the 
wall and began to snore. 

* e * e e * 


„My friends and fellow members of the Mutual Aid and Prat, e- 
tion Society,” snid the Family Ghost, at the next mecting of the 
Association, I regret that I have an unsatisfactory report to make 
to you in regard to the brutal tyrant who lords it over these ancient 
halls, That man is dend to every sense of justice. Notwithstand- 
ing that we have struck and ignored his very existence, he still 
continues to sleep the sleep of the just, and has added to his other 
enormities that of snoring.” jou of “Shame!") “Yes, my 
friends, he snores and snorts and gurgles in his sleep in the most 
shameful and abandoned man- 
ner. He conducts his eight 
hours of sleep with as much 
noise and disturbance ns if he 
was working a sawmill. My 
friends, this sort of thing can- 
not be borne. It is repugnant 
to every right-minded ghost.” 

“I beg to move that we sit 
on his chest,” said Bill Jack- 
son's enor 

An ö reeted ! 
with cheers from all but the 
Chairman, wlio pointed out 
thut that would be no use. 
They were intangible ghosts. 
While they had form—elegant 
forms, he might say, as he 
gracefully bowed to the ladies 
e had no weight. 

f they doubted it, let them go 
to the nearest railway station 
and drop a penny in the slot of 
the most sensitive weighing 
machine. They would find it 
would show no response, even 
though it was in working order 
—which, however, it was not. 
certain to be. These facts put! 
the idea of committing per- 
ronal violence on Captain 
Ratsbane outside the circle of 
practical politics, Even peti- 
tioning to Parliament was of 
no use, becauseamong the other 
disabilities under which ghosts suffered ghosts had no votes, and 
Members of Parliament did not care a bronze farthing for the 
pore of those who had no votes. If any gentleman present 
n 


They 


“My friewls and fellow members.“ 


Drop a penny in the slot. 


ad 3 to make he (the Chairman) would be glad to 
ear 
(To be continued next week.) 


360 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. e 


THE F. O. S.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY. A CHANGE OF PROFESSION. 


“T aay, Torter, does the last train to Swoffletan son 
at al! stations?” “Ay, thut it dew, sir: every blesoud 
station—Lar this one!" 


SSN 
Mistress of House (to Applicant for place of cook). So you haven't been in service lately. What have you 
VVTFCCC elta Well, mum, I've bees ballct girl at the Kmpire for some years, Now it's closed Ihave to ge n Hl guv ar | haveyou rowel there, 
. at, Well, m ve ve ve 
“Everything comes to him who waits, and althoush Mr. E. to AM old iste roe Lo ou you jotare?” or are yer a living 


J. Poynter had to put ina lot of work before he obtained his 
“A boot fed exit, 1 8t last 1 lee 335 8 5 ae 
genial painter has hal a vi career, aml has ha- climb from 
the very bottom rung of the ladder of fame. but he has reached. A 8 TA R T LIN G D ! 8 0 0 Vv E R Y. 
the summit at last, and means to stick there, Although he has 8 
never tonched house-«lecorating or sign-painting, Poynter is, 
nevertheless, a very decent painter, and has painted London red 
as well as most other citics, For all this, there is not a more 
modest, unasstiming man in the profession than the hero of this 
week's gallery, The first bit of really artistic painting that 
Toynter did was when, at the age of seven, he presented a school- 
fellow with a pair of lovely black eyes, Chiefly because he 
is a great artist Mr. k. J. Poynter was created F. O. S., and the 
Sloler Award of Merit’ presented to him March 13th, 1483.” 
—Debrett Lmproved. 


Maud (sentimental), Lucky girl, Miss Plumer, to have no 
rival. Who's she in love with ? 


Gladus (cynical). Nerwif, 
LU/ course they were speaking of one of their dearest friends 


RUBBISH 
MAY BE 
SHOT HERE 


— 


(1) r. Peascod. Vea, Mra. P., I've come to the concinsion that the land in this thim so ginerous as to lave a noice warrm cont loike this ont for a poor bhoy. Bela, 
corner’s too wet, so I'm going to dig a trench and drain it a bit ? Mrs. Peascod, it fits me loike me shkin! And look at the illegert hat they've left thare convanient 
Well, don't stand there and preach about it. Hurry up, and get it done. Youknow Shure, Oi’ll borry that, too. Good luck to um . „ “Och! Honly turrf! Abst a 
hw bad it is for your poor chest to puddle about in that mud.—2) There's no old Jimmy bimsilf! Murdher in Oirish! Ould Nick. yer honour, give me three 
doubt the soil was dampish just there, but Peascod was not the man to be beaten by minutes shtart? Oi'm away, me jewel, Oi'm away !"—(6) And doubtless late 
tritles, No, by George! he meant getting that job done if he sink through tothe — Mike would have beaten all previous records to the nearest shipping port for the lam 
Antipole;—(3) He just stuck to it like pitch, aml worked steadily on. It al-o of the Shamrock, had he not run full butt into the manly bosom of the local after. 
stuck to him, somewhat.—() An hour or two later Lone Mike, the poor traveller, Who aid Mrs, Peascod had invoked to unearth and excavate her enterprising 
luafed up to steal a few artichokes, “ Begor!” lie remarked, “there's not many av spouse, As it is he has disappeans! rom public life for a period of six mouths. 


. EASILY SUPPLIED. GIRLS BILLY’S PROPOSED TO, JEST 88. 


Stubbins (who has spent a blank afternoon on his neve shooting). 
beer ee ‘tis refreshing to know that something can Le 


Candid Friend, What the dickens induces you to keep such a 
brute of a des as that, Mr. Fatiman ¢ 


She really gave the Hononral Vet of 


shot 


> V ir. it 'n pr 2 1 CARLIUE ENC tite 1 — ‘ 1 so wifey, Pim nest nt all lovers 

„ Fatiman, You see, my dear sir, it’s got a rare talent for eneotragement, but pitelud 1 r 1 fecl ge happy, wifey. : Me clit in 
Sal 1 when they start practising the cornet next dour he “ Picase, sir, you Sie as ‘ow I war to get yon a caddie; and an oofy bookmaker in the end. . tor want any dinner: fret i m love for you 1 N ve 
joins in with soul-harrowing howls. Mother says she don’t mind feuding you her'n.“ lune, loveless Lilly! any happy week—-D mean weak in my appetite, 
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